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A Much Better Day Than Expected 


Oh the joys. Yet another boring team building day to endure. The only good thing about it was that our Trust 
had also staffed our ward the following morning so that we could stay back and have some fun at the inn that 


we were having it at. 


Not that it made much difference to me because | was working night shifts but it would be nice to spend time 
afterwards socialising. 


It had been held it at the same place for the previous two years and so they were used to us being a bit 


rowdy and spirited at times, well we did need to let off steam and get our frustrations out of the way some 


how. 


Oh it was nothing bad, we were just very loud and would laugh stupidly at some of the things that we had to 


do, and some of the debates became rather passionate. Usually it was worse after we'd had our dinner break. 


You could guarantee that a few of those who were not driving would have an alcoholic beverage or three with 
their food, and so by the time we began the afternoon session with games to get us all woken up and alert, 


the laughter levels were increased. 


Thankfully for the other patrons, we were always in a room at the back which was separated from the main 
lounge of the inn by large concertinaed doors, and we had exclusive access to the garden area at the back 
with it's large wooden tables and chairs. This also meant that every time we had to split into groups for one 


of the activities or brain storming segments, the smokers could light up. 


There was also a constant supply of beverages: several flasks of hot water along with wicker baskets 
containing various individual sachets of fruit, green, Red Bush and usual teas, coffee and instant hot chocolate 
- the tea and coffee both having decaffeinated options, along with various different sweetening options and a 
choice of full fat, semi skimmed or skimmed milk, or cream; fruit juices and a couple of pitchers of iced water 


along with glasses. 


Usually the majority of our team would order from the inns menu for their mid-day meal but because we 
had decided to have a group barbecue afterwards, everyone was having sandwiches. Of course | always had to 
be different and | had brought my own, along with some carrot sticks that | had prepared that morning. Marie, 
who usually joined me outside with her packed lunch, had decided that she would have a sandwich from the 
inn's menu, meaning that | would be left alone with my newspaper for company, which | was actually looking 
forward to. It would give me time to do the crosswords and other puzzles that were inside, until the smokers 


descended when they had finished eating. 


The inn was supplying a couple of barbecue's and tools for us but we had to bring the briquettes, coals and, 
obviously, the food. We had put a list of food that we would need up in the office, along with how much of it 
we would need, and then people had put their names against it. | had brought several different sauces, a couple 
of iceberg lettuces, containers of tomatoes, a couple of cucumbers and a bag of peppers and several packs of 
frozen veggie sausages, burgers and grills, along with veggies sausage rolls that | had cooked the night before, 


and a home made coleslaw and potato salad. 


Bernice, my friend and colleague whom | had picked up that morning, had brought a couple of bread loaves, 
bread cakes, a chocolate cake and also a Victoria sponge cake that she had made yesterday, as well as various 


salad items and some home made beef burgers, courtesy of her husband, Ron 


Thankfully the inn had a ‘quest’ kitchen storage area with a huge freezer and fridge, and a large oven and a 
microwave, as well as preparation surfaces because they did this quite a lot for various groups. By the time 
everyone had arrived and put their things in the appropriate storage unit, they were full to bursting; there 


would be more than enough to go around. 


We had been scheduled to start at 0930am. But as usual, we had all got there early. Even after having a 
cigarette or two, we were still sat down, drinks in hand, for 0410. The first thing to happen was for the 
menu's to get passed around so people could give their food orders, and the money collected. Our deputy 
manager went to pay and hand over the order and say the time that the food should be ready for. At 
09:25am. we were starting. 


By the time we broke off to eat, | had to admit that the day was proving to be quite useful for once. We had 
had some interesting discussions but all had similar viewpoints which made the tasks easy and gave us lots if 


scope for jokes and funny anecdotes. 


| sat down outside, taking a seat at a table on the decking, in the bright sunshine, happy that | had put my sun 
screen on that morning, and | then donned my sunglasses over my reading glasses to stop the glare. It was 


rice to be able to eat my food and read my paper without distraction 


That was until.. 


| was aware of a figure moving into the room that we had occupied, and that they were lurking by the 
beverage table. Initially | thought nothing of it, figuring that it was one of our group who had decided to have 
one of the provided drinks with their sandwiches rather than but something from the bar, so thought no 
more about it, not even looking up to see whom it was. 


"Erm, | know that there's a lot of free space out here but would you mind if | sit at your table? | promise | 


won't yap and stop you from reading." 

| knew that voice 

No, stop being stupid woman! 

As if James Dean Bradfield would happen to be in your neck of the woods - nowhere near London or Wales, | 
thought. Clearly my mind was playing tricks and | was making a stupid mistake. However, the nagging voice in 
my head would not go away. The soft Welsh lilt; the pronunciation of certain words - this was going to be him. 
Then | glanced up, and there indeed, was James, rather anxiously awaiting my answer. He was dressed casually 
in dark blue jeans and red t-shirt, his dark sunglasses perched on his head, the sun now behind him, and bright 
blue trainers. His face had a brief hint of stubble, spotted with salt and pepper coloured bristly whiskers, and | 
had to admit that it suited him. 


"Sure. Pull up a pew," | smiled, hoping that | wasn't looking at him in a way that would make him feel uneasy. 


| was told to come through here by a member of the bar team," he explained setting his coffee and pack of 
cigarettes down. "It's busy in there." 


"There's an ashtray behind you", | smiled warmly. "We do tend to take the place over when we come here but 
there's some event going on not far up the road so | guess a lot of people either from there or going there 


have stopped for something to eat or for a drink." 


"IIl wait till you finish," he answered with a wink, making me melt a little. "Not nice to smoke in front of you 


when you're eating.” 

"Well let me munch these last two carrot sticks and I'll join you." 

"You on a health kick or should | say, ‘diet?" He nodded at the carrots. 
"No," | laughed back. "I just wanted a bit of texture to go with my sarnies." 
He didn't look terribly convinced. 


"Honestly, I'm not. If you could stay after we finish tonight you'd see. We're having a barbecue and between us 
| think that we've brought enough food to feed the entire city with!" 


"Is that an invitation?" 
His eyes were full of devilment and | couldn't help but giggle back to him, enjoying his humour. 


"I'm sure that you have better and more important things to do with your time. Besides, would you really 


want to spend time with a load of mental health nurses?" 


| folded my paper up and put it and my now empty sandwich bags back into the bag | had brought them in, 
and took my cigarette pack and lighter out of my handbag which had been occupying the chair next to mine. 


"Actually | don't," he uttered softly. "That is to say, | don't have anything better to do." 


He lit his cigarette and offered his lighter to me, then reached over to the table behind him, and placed the 
ashtray in the middle of ours. 


"Well if you genuinely don't, l'm sure the rest of our little group won't mind; especially if you provide some 


entertainment.” | smiled wryly at him, hoping that he wouldn't take offence. 


‘I've got to sing for my supper, have |?" He laughed warmly, his brown eyes sparkling. "Actually | have an 


acoustic guitar with me, so, why not? Seems like a fair deal." 


He looked strangely at me for a brief second and then began pointing at my face: I'd forgotten to take my 


reading glasses off, so hurriedly | took them from under my sunglasses and placed them back inside their case. 


"The amount of times | forget about them," | giggled nervously. "| usually hunt round for them thinking that 
I've lost them only to find that they're on my head." 


"Are you sure you're a member of staff?" He laughed loudly. 


| leant in and whispered to him; "Actually | was a patient at the old psychiatric hospital but over time | 


convinced the staff | was one of them. Don't tell anyone will you?" 
He laughed back and shook his head: "Don't worry, your secret is safe with me!" 
Together we took a drag on our cigarettes, our eyes remaining locked on each other. 


"Actually," he said. "What's your name? | would like to be to use it rather than call you ‘Thingy’ or ‘What's- 


her-name', and you clearly seem to know who | am." 
"Well, my name is Stacie," | answered with a smile. 
"Stacie, I'm James and it's a pleasure to make your acquaintance." 


| shook the hand that he offered and laughed with him: "Didn't realise you were such a stickler for social 
propriety.’ 


‘Oh you'd be surprised at some of the things | am a stickler for," he chortled, his eyes filled with mischief. 


"Let's hope that | meet your um, requirements," | said with a titter, then took another draw on my cigarette. 


"Or should that be ‘we'?" 

He leaned toward me and softly whispered in my left ear: "And | really hope that | meet yours, Stacie." 

He gave me goosebumps and the hair on the back of my neck was prickling; all | could do was blush. When he 
returned to his normal sitting position, with his right arm draped over the back of the chair next to him, he 


winked at me. 


"Providing your singing's in tune later, you'll be okay," was my dry response; | was desperately trying to remain 


calm and not get carried away. After all, he was only being polite and sociable. 
"Cheeky!" 


"Hey, you started it," | said with a chuckle. "So, what are you doing in this neck of the woods? Its not a route 


between Wales and London, nor Bristol for that matter." 


"I had something to do across the bridge and decided to take a trip over and do some touristy things. I've 
heard a lot about the improvements that the city has made since we last played here, all those years ago, and 


figured now was as good a time as any to give them a go." 
"So what have you sampled then?" 


"I did the fish walk," he smiled warmly. "Been to some of the museums: | really loved the Wilberforce one, oh, 


and | went to The Deep" 

"Did you see the old city walls?" 

"Yeah, | spent a while there; tried to imagine what it must have been like’ 
"And King Billy? Did you go say ‘hellot to him?" 

He looked at me like I'd gone loopy. 


| laughed and shook my head. “There's a statue of him on his horse, and rumour has it that he gets down off 
his horse during the night. He's in the ‘Old town" 


"It sounds like there are a few things | may need a personal guide for," he winked. "You up for it?" 


"Alas | have to take someone home later," | sighed. "But I'm more than happy to point you in the right 


direction." 


He shook his head dismissively: "Nope, that won't do. How about tomorrow? We could do some stuff during the 


day and then go and watch King Billy?" 
His laugh was infectious. 


"Stop being polite, for goodness sake," | said as jokily as | could muster. "H's not like you're really going to stick 
around, is it now? 


He brushed his left hard fingers agitatedly over the face, scraping them over the stubble. "Do you always 
make it this difficult for a guy to let you know that he's interested and wants to spend more time with you?" 


| looked down; it was too hard to look into his chocolatey brown eyes. The sincerity was evident in his voice and 


| was all too aware of the ‘puppy dog eyes' look that he could flash. 


"James, | am trying to be honest and save myself from getting ‘involved’. We don't even stand much of a 
chance as friends do we, huh? Totally different social circles, living in completely opposite parts of the country 
and probably very little in common" 

Still | kept my eyes off him, instead perusing the garden area we were sat in and glancing into the room to see 


if any of my colleagues were going to make their way through. 


"We have enough in common to be getting along with one another now, don't we?" His voice was flat. "Stacie, 


will you look at me, please?" 
"Sat laughing and yapping for five minutes doesn't mean much does it? Not really.” 


Deep inside it hurt to say it. | couldn't ignore how he was making me feel, and | don't just mean the 
goosebumps and the butterflies. He was easy to be with; | felt relaxed. You know how it is with some people? 


These people tend to become your friends, or something more - much more. 


"What are you so afraid of? My reputation as a serial shagger is well and truly in the past; my last 
relationship lasted more than six years. | have grown up and matured, you know. Neither relationships or love 
scare me like they used to. In fact, there's nothing I'd like more than to settle down and be with that special 


someone for the rest of my days." 

He gave a gentle smile, his hands creeping across the table until they steadily and tenderly held my fingertips, 
being careful not to burn either of us with the cigarettes. It felt good: better than good. Then he made me 
gasp. He raised my right hand to his mouth and reverently kissed the back of my fingers, making my stomach 
flip and lurch with pleasure. 

His eyes were probing mine. Clearly he knew he knew that my fragile resolve was on the point of breaking 
down. What did | really have to lose? | could enjoy being with him for a few hours and get to bore my friends 
and family rigid with tales of: "The day | spent showing James Dean Bradfield the sights." 


‘I'm at work tomorrow night," | said hesitantly, "but | guess that.” 


"Stacie!" Bellowed Mick, suddenly making his way outside, unlit cigarette in hand. "Aren't you the sly one, huh?" 


He held out his hand for James, who firmly grasped it and shook it. Behind him followed more of my colleagues, 
a few of whom clutched pints in their hands. 


"You should have told us that you were meeting up with a mate." He sat down next to me, unceremoniously 


dumping my handbag on the floor. 


Oi, you little rat bag." | gave him a dig in his ribs despite laughing aloud. "Do you mind? That bag was a 


present. It's also my first ever designer bag." 


Before he could say anything we were crowded by the rest of the gang; all gibbering away asking a thousand 
and one questions. All | could do was grin and shrug my shoulders. 


"| um, | guess I'd better go back in," James said, leaning towards me. "Looks like you'll be starting soon" 


Mick butted in: "Oh no, don't go yet. You've got to give us the gossip about you and Stacie. | knew she was a 


fan but | didn't know she knew you." 
He turned to face me. "Fancy not telling me that you knew James." 


| looked at James for help, but he merely shrugged his shoulders (copycat) and grinned inanely. Meanwhile Mick 


was informing those in our group that didn't know, who James was and also about Manic Street Preachers. 
Not caring that we were being watched | pulled Mick closer by his T-shirt. 
"You," | said slowly and clearly, "are a dead man walking." 


"Ah come on Stacie," James snickered with an evil grin, putting out his cigarette, "news about the two of us 


was bound to get out sooner or later." 


He pretended to cough to prevent a giggle from escaping. | was gob-smacked that the little sod was actually 


perpetuating and encouraging something where there was nothing. 


My boss, Ant, moved alongside me and said, very audibly: " It was only the other night that you were telling 
me about you being footloose and fancy free. Not sure that your fella, James, will be too impressed with 


that: 


"Well to be fair to her," chimed James, clearly enjoying the fun, frivolity and discussion surrounding us (at my 


expense): "It isn't easy when your partner is in the public eye." 


Then came the chorus of: "Oh yes, you do have a point," "It can't be easy," and various other sentimental tosh, 


as well as lots of nodding of heads and stupid grinning. 


"If you'll excuse us," | said through slightly gritted teeth, stubbing out my cigarette, "I think | need to have a 


quick chat with James before we start the afternoon session" 


| wasn't even fully out of my chair when James piped up with: "| think this is our time to say our temporary 


goodbyes, if you get my drift?" 


Just for good measure he gave everyone a knowing wink and then guided me through into the room with his 
hand in the small of my back, whispering to me: "You don't want to make a scene in front of them all, do you 


now?" 
He stopped in front of the concertinaed doors, ensuring that he had his back to them, so that my colleagues 
could see his expression but not mine. Despite the distance between us all | was acutely aware of the 


muttering that was going on, no doubt about the surprise turn of events. 


"| could kill you for this, you fucking Welsh Smurf" 


When he laughed, | could have hit him, but he wasn't in the least bit phased, and drew me closer to him. "You 


look so cute when you're all fired up, love." 
‘James, | am not your ‘love’, so stop with the games. | have to work with these people long after you piss off” 


He whispered in my right ear at the same time as putting his arms around my waist and guiding me closer 


into him: "Come on, just a quick kiss goodbye, no fuss, no dramatics and then you can go back" 
"No funny stuff?" My eyes searched his, needing reassurance, and he nodded. 


| won't do anything to make you feel uncomfortable or self conscious, or that you don't want" he whispered 


sexi ly. 


Feeling as though a thousand pairs of eyes were staring at us, | hesitantly snaked my arms around his neck; 
my stomach doing somersaults, my senses tingling and butterfly sensations raging in my belly. This wouldn't be 
half as hard if | wasn't finding him ridiculously attractive and alluring. | was on dangerous ground, and | knew it 


all too well. 


His eyes sparkled with mischief and lust, and | couldn't stop myself gazing intently into them, especially because 
they were straight in my line of vision - the curse of being practically the same height. | was perhaps an inch 
taller, if that. In his mid forties now, age had been kind to him. Much more rugged in his appearance than when 
younger, James still had ‘come to bed eyes, and lips that almost demanded to be kissed. 


Gradually it dawned on me that his face was edging closer to mine. When his soft lips touched mine | couldn't 
prevent the hiss that escaped from my mouth, only for it to be captured and silenced by his. Instinctively my 
eyes closed and my body responded to the kiss, his warm lips evoking the desire | had been trying to clamp 
down on, and | couldn't prevent myself from parting my lips to allow his tongue access. When | felt it teasingly 


caressing mine, it was all | could do to stop my knees from buckling, and crumpling in a heap on the floor. 
And then it was over. Slowly | became aware of the cheers and wolf whistles that had erupted in the garden 
Gently he stroked my face: "Don't worry love, you can have more later." 


Although | wanted to be mad at him, | couldn't be. He had awakened me and | was feeling disappointed that the 
kiss had been so brief. 


| smiled back at him, only too aware that my eyes would be glazed with desire for him. "Don't think this 
doesn't mean that | won't still kill you later," | said gently, winking at him, and then quickly walked away. When | 


turned back he was grinning like an idiot. 


As soon as it was declared that the day was over a huge whoop of delight went up, and everyone started 
packing the stuff that we'd used away, and started putting the tables and chairs back into their original places. 


| reached into my bag to get a cigarette and saw Mick approaching me, with a huge grin on his face. 


"Stacie," he laughed, "I would have thought that the first thing you'd do is get those doors opened so your fella 


could rejoin you." 


"Really? Well at least | can still surprise you." | kept my expression dead-pan. "Actually what | should do is help 
start bringing the coals and stuff in" 


Our boss had already opened the doors and gone to inform the staff that we were ready for the barbecues 
to be placed outside, and some of the others had gone through to start preparing the salad things, switch the 
ovens on ready for the things that either needed reheating or cooking, and gather plates and other things that 
we would need. 

| walked through to the main room on my way to the car park, to help collect the things we needed that 
people still had stored in their car boots, and James immediately stood up and blocked me by putting his arms 
around my waist, clearly aware that | wouldn't kick up a fuss with my colleagues around. 

His tone was forceful and angry but he had a huge smile on his face: "And where do you think you're going?" 
Despite myself | rested my hands on his chest, not blanching when he nuzzled the side of my neck. "We have 
things to bring in 

"Not running away then?" 

| waved my hands in front of him, still being embraced by his arms: "Look, no car keys." 

"Kiss me and I'll give you a hand," he winked. 


"Is this going to be another of those no strings kisses, when you stick your tongue down my throat?" 


"| could be offended by that," he chortled, "but I'm not. | didn't stick it down your throat - it's not anywhere 


near long enough, besides, you enjoyed it" 
"Um, did | now? | put up with it because | didn't want to make a fuss and spoil things for everyone." 


His deep brown eyes dazzled with fun, and something else, but | was unsure what. | tried to summon the 


strength to stop gazing into them, but | couldn't, they were hypnotic and mesmerising. 


| felt a hand at the back of my neck, and slowly | was being drawn closer to him, closer to those lips that had 


fired me up earlier. 


"James |.." His mouth captured mine before | could get the rest of my words. 


Acting on instinct, my arms crept onto his shoulders, my left hand playing with the fine hair on the nape of 
his neck, whilst drawing him closer. My lips parted for him and we moaned together, our tongues finally 


touching, tasting and teasing one another. 


"Damn you woman," he drawled heavily into my ear when he briefly broke the kiss. "My sense of propriety is 


stopping me from doing what | really want to." 


His lips crashed back onto mine and | returned the kiss with enthusiasm. Our tongues were more urgent in 
their ministrations this time, my body quivering in response, completely giving in to the way that he was 
making me feel and the heat that was flowing through me. Any pathetic attempts at fighting | had shown 
before had now completely left and | had no choice but to give in to my body's desires and needs. 


"Oi you two, get a room!" 
We separated from the kiss and laughed, still embracing each other. 


"Come with me to my car," James sighed whilst giving a cheeky wink. "We'll at least have a bit of privacy and | 
need to get the guitar out of the boot" He guided me out, holding my hand after | had nodded in agreement. 


He stopped beside a black Rover, opened the door locks with the remote on the key fob, and opened the rear 
door for me. “Quick, in you get. We have some smooching to finish." 
With a huge grin | clambered in and waited for him to join me. He must have been no more than a couple of 


seconds after me but it seemed a lot longer. 


| can't be long," | said sadly, when he shut the door behind him and then embraced me. "I have to do my bit in 
there." 


"Well right now, you have to do your bit in here." His eyes sparkled with devilment, and he made my stomach 


lurch when he tenderly stroked my face. 

"l'm just pleased that you're parked at the far end of the car park; well away from the prying eyes of my lot.” 
| softly kissed him near his ear and then whispered: "I don't much like being gawped at by everyone when I'm 
kissing someone." 


"Do | embarrass you? Are you embarrassed to be seen with me?" 


He was nuzzling on my ear making it difficult for me to concentrate, my brain feeling foggy and my body 


trapped in a swirl of emotions. 


"If | was," | whimpered, "you wouldn't be allowed back in there to our little barbecue. | really hope you're ready 


for all the questions that you're going to get, and that you have some good answers waiting." 


He pulled me down the back seat and positioned himself over me, tenderly removing some of the strands of 


red hair that had fallen in front of my eyes. "I can deal with it, dont worry. Now, we have precious little time 


so let's not waste any more with idle chit-chat huh?" 

Nervously | held him back when he tried to kiss me. "Can | ask you something?" 

"Can't it wait?" He screwed up his face, not disguising his dejection. "We'll have loads of time to talk later on" 
"James, | need answers now." 

He moved and sat up. "Go on. The moment's gone anyway. 


"Do you know what?" | yelled at him, opening the car door | was closest too. "If you want a ‘moment go and 
find it with someone else. Fuck off and go home!" 


| slammed the door behind me and started walking back to the inn. | had only managed a couple of yards when | 
felt my arm being pulled back sharply, causing me to stumble, but his strong arms caught me and before | 
knew it he was holding me tightly against his body; a body that was now heaving deeply. His eyes looked full of 
fury and his lips were pursed in anger. It was obvious that he was fighting to keep his temper and not say 


something that would cause yet more problems. 


For what felt like an age we stood staring at one another, each waiting for the other to start talking. 


"Oh heck," called Gemma. "Are you guys having a lover's tiff? I'll leave you to it. | was just scouting for you 


both; we thought that you'd get lost" 


"ll be in soon," | called back, "We're about done. Sorry I've left you to it" | tried to move my arms but he was 


still gripping them forcefully. 

We watched her scurry back inside. 

"About done’ are we? Interesting phraseology.’ The anger and rage was still evident in his voice. 
"Are you going to let go of me? You're hurting.’ 


"Sorry," he muttered apologetically and released his grip a little, but not completely. "Things were going so well 
until." 


"For you they were," | shot back at him. "Did you seriously think that we'd get it on in the back of the car? 
We're neither of us teens any more and I'm furious with myself for allowing you to think | was ‘easy’. I'm 
furious at myself for not stopping you kissing me, and most of all, I'm furious with myself for letting you 
make me feel the way that I'm feeling right now." 


| bowed my head down, not wanting him to see the tears that were welling up in them, after all | was being 
ridiculous. It was stupid to think that this was going to be anything more than a quick bit of fun, despite what 
he had said earlier, but he then tilted my face up and gazed at me intently. He was hurting, it was plain to see. 
His brown eyes deep and muddied, a mix of sorrow, regret and pain. His frown lines were deep and furrowed, 
making him look so much older than his years, and his eyes were scrunched up. Clearly he was having as much 


trouble as | was in making sense of the situation 
He then infuriated me further: A smile washed across his lips and he started to giggle to himself. 
"Well | am so pleased that my distress and discomfort is so fucking amusing to you." 


How dare he, the little shit? Couldn't he see that | was having a crisis of conscience? It was not in my nature 
to act that way with anyone, and now he'll be thinking that because he's who he is and due the band he is in, 


that he can charm me to get some fun for the night. 
"No, you've got it wrong," he stuttered through the giggling. 


"It doesn't look that way from where l'm standing.” The fact that | could see him desperately trying to stifle 
the laughter, didn't help at all. | was incensed at his reaction. "Come on then, spit it out. What's so funny about 
my hurting like hell, because, like an idiot, I've fallen for you?" 


His strong arms enfolded me once more, shaking off my attempts to stop him as if he was swatting a fly. "l 
wasn't laughing at you, | promise," he said with a sigh. "Its just that what you said reminded me of what Baby 
said to Johnny in Dirty Dancing, that's all, | promise." 


What the.. 


Oh how | wanted to give him a mouthful but all | could think was: "How the hell does he know the words of the 
Dirty Dancing script?" 


My eyes were wrinkled up, trying to make sense of the man before me. Then | found my voice: "And you think 
its funny to take the piss out of me after I've told you that, like a twat, | have fallen for you after a few 


stupid hours of knowing you?" 


"Bloody hell woman, you're going to drive me insane." He was still smiling, which did nothing to help calm me 
down at all, and then he was whispering to me, making the hair at the back of my neck and all over my arms, 
stand up. "But given your job, you can help me with that.” 


That did it, my hackles had been risen. Without warning | kicked him in the shin. "I am NOT your ‘woman'! | have 


a fucking name and | suggest that you damn well use it" 


He grimaced and stood back, taking me with him, causing me to crash heavily into his strong chest when he 


finally stabilised, but he never broke his hold on me. 


"Well at least I'll have a bruise to remember you by, if nothing else. Of course, a different type of bruise, in a 


different place, would have been better." His smile was back; deeper and wider than before. 


Try as | might to struggle free, it merely seemed to make him more determined to keep a hold of me, and | 
was beginning to find it tiring. My efforts were becoming more and more feeble, annoyingly this appeared to 


increase his pleasure at the situation we were in. 


When we were in the car," he said with a mischievous edge. "You said you wanted to ask me something, but 
you never fully answered my questions to you. You answer mine and I'll answer yours, and then, perhaps, we 


can stop with this flirtatious fighting, and actually get somewhere." 


"What did you call it?" | was livid. How the hell dare he mistake this for flirting? Couldn't he see what was 
going on? That he had hurt and offended me? 


"Come on, love," he drawled sexily. "When couples fight like this it usually means that they have amazing make 
up sex later. Now I'm not saying that we'll have sex, don't get the wrong idea. What | mean is that we have 
the passion. Now, | am also willing to concede that it's taken the wind out of my sails as well. | thought we 
could have a good laugh together; find out a bit more about each other, and then maybe, just maybe, decide 
that we want to stay in touch and see where it takes us. However, your little ‘Baby and Johnny' speech? Well, 
what you said applies to me too. The way | feel about you; the way | respond when I'm with you - its scaring 


the living daylights out of me." 


When it had happened, | couldn't recall, but he was no longer holding me forcefully to his body. His arms were 
still wrapped around me, but in the way that a lover would hold their partner, and, on my part, my arms were 


now once more snaked around his neck and our foreheads were touching. 


| was acutely aware of our breathing; of the rise and fall of our chests, the tender way that his fingers were 


caressing me; as though offering reassurance. 


Taking a deep breath, | raised my head so that | could look at him directly and let him see that | was being 
totally upfront and honest with him. His brown eyes were full of anxiety, as though he was terrified about 
what | would say to him. Without thinking, | stroked the left side of his face with the back of my left hand, 
sighing when he took it in his own hand, opened it, and delicately planted little kisses into my palm, causing me 


to hiss out loud, a familiar warmth surging through and over my body; every nerve tingling. 


‘lm not embarrassed to be seen with you," | said with a heavy sigh. "I'm embarrassed with myself; for my 
behaviour. | don't much like having my colleagues and friends gawping at me when I'm not fully in control of 
myself and my emotions. Perhaps if it was with someone I'd actually been dating for a while it would be 


different, but it's a bit stupid to be acting like this, isn't it?" 


His eyes were full of understanding. | instinctively knew that he was feeling the same. The niggles, doubts and 
questions that | had were ones that he had too. 


‘Its a shame that Nick and Sean aren't here, they'd be able to tell you that this is out of character for me." 


He was nuzzling at my neck again and it felt heavenly. | closed my eyes and tilted my head further to the side 
to give him better access, my hand guiding his head down into me, finally surrendering to the joy, euphoria and 
lust that he wrought within me. 


"Now," he whimpered, breaking briefly away from his passionate kissing, pulling and sucking of my bare skin. "l 
believe that you had a question for me?" 


"Erm, just a couple really." | moaned deeply and loudly, his mouth having resumed it's ministrations upon the 


sensitive skin of my neck. "Although to be fair, you've answered one." 
"| have? Good" 


He had slipped his hands under my black t-shirt, caressing the naked skin of my back and to say | was having 
difficulty concentrating on anything other than how he was making me feel, doesn't go far enough to describe 
how confused my thinking had become. He was making me feel as though my body was on fire - in a good way. 
Every nerve was tingling, and | could now appreciate what people meant when they said that time no longer 


existed; nor did anyone or anything else. 


"Well at least you haven't killed each other," came a bellowed jocular remark. "Come on you two, either get a 


room or come and join the party.” 


Somehow | mustered the strength to glance in the direction of the voice: it was Max, standing with his hands 
on his hips, grinning like an idiot. 


"We'll be in in a few minutes, Max," | called back to him. 

"Yeah well, if you're not back in there in ten minutes I'll be back to drag you in You can save all the mushy 
stuff for when you're at home on your own, away from prying eyes." He gave us the ‘thumbs up’ and the 

sauntered back in, occasionally stopping to look back at us. 

"| didn't think that we'd been gone that long," | drawled into James’ left ear, not wanting to stop holding him. 


"Me neither," he answered with a deep sigh. "I believe there's an outstanding question for me?" 


‘| was merely going to ask if you'd booked a room here for tonight? So | know where to pick you up 


tomorrow." 


"lll ask when we go back in," he said with a huge smile. "For a while | was thinking I'd be driving to Cardiff 
tonight." 


A soft laugh left my lips. "For a while there, you were." 

Gently and softly his lips began to tug at mine, never giving me the kiss | was craving. "We'd better get in," he 
murmured with regret, then began seamlessly steering me back to the inn's entrance, his mouth wearing a 
beautiful smile. 


We walked a few paces, when | stopped and stood in front of him: "Actually." 


His face drained of colour and his left hand feverishly began stroking the side of his face. "Stacie, love, 
please.just don't..." 


| cupped his face in my hands, and planted a kiss on his nose. "Actually, if you'd let me finish for a minute," | 
gently whispered. "What | was going to say, is that | have a spare room, and, providing you stay in there and 


don't stray, you can stay over. That's of course, if you want to?" 


His eyes began sparkling, his mouth spreading into a large grin, before quickly crashing down on mine, his arms 
gripping me tightly to him, as though he was afraid to let go. When he broke our kiss, we were both panting. 


"I think you know my answer to that," he answered with a wink "Now | think it is definitely time for us to put 


in an appearance, don't you?" 
| chuckled at him and simply said: "Guitar?" 
"Oh fuck! | forgot. | didn't lock the bloody car either, | don't think. Wait here." 


Quickly he ran back to his car, retrieved the guitar from boot, and then used the key fob to automatically 


lock the doors and switch on the alarm, before running back to take my hand and start walking with me. 

"See what you do to me, woman?" He chuckled, squeezing my hand. "| have no brain when I'm with you." 
"Careful," | tittered, leaning into him. "You're beginning to sound a little love struck." 

"No ‘little about it," he replied merrily. 

"About bloody time," came the chorus when we got back to the garden with the majority of my other 
colleagues. The few that were missing | presumed were still sorting out the chopping of the salad stuff, and 
doing last minute preparations of the foods that couldn't go on the barbecue's. 

"So what the hell were you arguing about? Here's us thinking that you were all loved up and were just having 


a crafty snog and a grope," remarked Mick. "Couldn't believe it when Gemma said it looked like you were having 


one hell of a barny out there." 


"That was my fault," James interjected quickly, without skipping a beat, at the same time placing his guitar in 
one of the wooden chairs so that it wouldn't fall. "I'd been asked to go back to Cardiff tonight to be there for 
an early start with rehearsals tomorrow. Needless to say, after we haven't seen one another for such a time, 


Stacie was a tad furious." He pulled me into his torso and gave me a reassuring wink. 


| blinked my eyes, wafting away the smoke from the newly lit barbecue's feverishly with my hands. "Blimey," | 
coughed sharply. "What the hell have you used to light them? They're lethal." 


"Come on, love," James said tenderly, wiping away some of the tears that had started to fall from my smoke 
irritated eyes, not caring that my colleagues were closely watching our interaction. "Lets go sit over the other 


side, so you have time to get your breath back. Do you want a drink?" 


"They've put more iced water out," said Ant. "And they've topped up the hot water and supplied more tea and 
coffee and stuff. 


Obviously if you want alcohol, you'll have to buy it. Tell me what you want and l'll bring it over to you." 


"lIl have iced water please," | stuttered back, still being affected by the acrid smoke, James now guiding me 


back to the area where we had initially met. 

"James? Can | get you anything?" 

"A coffee with milk please, thank you." 

He sat down beside me, and pulled me in as close as the large wooden chairs would allow, planting lots of sweet 
kisses on my forehead and cheek, and continuing to wipe away the last few, rogue tears. He thanked Ant, when 


he placed the drinks down in front of us, but never stopped holding me. 


"Blimey, | bet that | look a right sight," | said with a shrug. "My eyes will be puffy and red: definitely not an 
attractive quality." 


His warm smile made me feel better. That was the effect that this man had on me. 


"You look fine." He looked me deep in my eyes, and then tenderly leant forward and pressed his lips against 
mine. "Your make-up's still where it should be, so don't worry. Its lucky that you weren't in it for very long, 


or it would have been worse." 
The ice cold water went down a treat; | was surprised at how thirsty | was. 


"You okay, love?" He asked, kissing the side of my face near my ear, making me glow from the emotion he was 
awakening in me. James had kept one arm over my left shoulder, gently rubbing it every now and again, and his 
other hand held my right hand, playing with my fingers, and occasionally placing it to his lips to bestow small 
kisses. 


lm going to pay a visit to the toilet, and then | really should go and help them out. | haven't done anything." 
"Want a hand?" He asked taking a quick sip of his coffee. 


It may surprise you to know, " | said with a giggle, “that | have been going to the loo on my own, for a good 


number of years now." 


"You know what | meant!" He kissed me briefly, once more, and then rubbed his nose against mine. "Just give 


me a shout if you want me for anything." 


Some ten minutes later, | was making my way outside, laden down with a tray of vegetarian food ready to be 
cooked on the barbecue, relieved that the smoke from the barbecue's had calmed down and other colleagues 
followed me carrying trays of various other goodies, as well as paper plates, plastic knives and forks, all of the 


food covered in foil to stop any nasty bugs getting at it. 


| checked which grill was the vegetarian one, and placed the tray next to it, noticing that James was happily 
chatting to a group of my colleagues. 


Behind the now closed concertinaed doors, staff had put a rope across stating ‘Private Party’, so the garden 


and back room where all ours. 


Quickly everything was set out, with Bernice calling to let people know that there was more food in the kitchen. 
"We'll bring the sweet things out when you've all done with this little lot” 


Back in the room to top up my glass of iced water, | was about to turn to go back in the garden when | felt a 


presence behind, and then two arms snaked around my waist, drawing me back into a firm body. 


"Hey, how are you feeling?" His breath tickled on my neck, and instinctively | reached my right hand back to 


caress his backside. " | was missing you." 


"You seemed to be making friends okay," | tittered, wanting to turn and face him but afraid of the wanton look 
that | knew would be betrayed if | did. 


"All I've done is wax lyrical about you, woman" His hands slid under my t-shirt, stroking my stomach lightly, all 
the while he was nibbling and licking at my neck, making me sigh heavily, and grind my bum against his aroused 
crotch. "Hey now, come on. We've got to go back out there, and | don't want to amuse them all by sporting a 
stonking great hard-on" 


"Maybe you should go into the boys room and sort yourself out? You know, get rid of the frustration?" 


"That's not going to happen when I'm with you, is it now, love?" His nuzzling and nibbling of my sensitive skin 


increased. 
"Perhaps," | sighed heavily, "if | ‘frustrate’ you, you'd be better keeping your distance?" 


He whispered his reply lasciviously into my ear: "I like the way that you frustrate me, Stacie: Confirms that 
I'm alive." Skilfully he spun me around so that | was looking straight into his beautiful eyes; they were like pools 


of molten dark chocolate. "I can't wait to get you alone so that | can kiss you for a very, very long time." 
"Maybe I'll be too tired for anything when we finish here?" 


He smiled seductively at me and then inflamed me further by winking. "Then I'll have to work hard to keep you 


awake and interested, won't |?" 
Coquettishly | grinned back to him. This man turned me on more than | thought possible. 


Whether it be a kiss, a soft, gentle touch, or the sound of his voice, | was putty in his hands. "And how do you 
intend to do that, may | ask?" 


"Well, | was kinda like hoping that once | started kissing you, you'd wake up a bit and return the favour." His 
plump lips pulled at mine, his tongue occasionally flicking across them, not trying to gain access, despite my 
moans, and my hands trying to cajole him into giving me the full on kiss that | was craving. "After all, love, you 


do seem to enjoy it" 
‘Its okay, | guess. | mean, | don't want to offend you by refusing.” 


‘Oh, so you're only moaning and sighing like you're about to have an orgasm, because you don't want to offend 
me huh? You're good, I'll give you that; even managing to make your heart rate increase. Now that, that takes 


some skill." 


The way he was holding and touching me was almost enough to give me an orgasm, if | had to be brutally 
honest, and then, when he started his honey-tongued whispering, | had to cling on to him; a pool of heat 
surging through my body, that | had no control over. | was aware of my muscles shaking and twitching under 


the desire that he was evoking in me. 


He guided my lips nearer to his, then before kissing me whimpered: "Maybe you should go to the powder room, 


love? You know, so that you can sort yourself out and ease the frustration?" 
"Touché, James," | replied, with a giggle, and then surrendered myself to his hot, eager mouth. 
We spent time mingling with various different groups of my colleagues, James clearly enjoying some of the 


anecdotes about me, often flashing a huge smile my way. Once we'd all finished with the savoury food, we 


cleared away the trays and put the left overs back in the kitchen, wrapping them up so that people could take 


them back home, and then brought out the all the sweet foods and treats. 


"You weren't kidding when you said you'd brought enough to feed the city," James laughed, helping himself to 
some chocolate cake. "And l'm pleased to see that you have a hearty appetite.” 


"I would have thought that the fact | am not a stick insect would have been a big enough hint.” Nervously | 


placed a piece of carrot cake onto my plastic fork, and held it towards James. "Fancy a bit?" 


He began coughing, almost choking on the mouthful of cake that he was finishing, but then grinned inanely. "You 
should rephrase that, love," he laughed. 


"No," | said, laughing with him and giving him a gentle elbow in his side; "you need to get your mind out of the 
gutter." 


He swallowed the remnants of the cake in his mouth, and then took the morsel | offered. "Oh, that's nice. | may 


have to have a bit more of that." 
"Grab some. Tina brought two in, so there's plenty to go round 
"Nah," he chuckled heartily. "Ill just pinch yours." 


"Oh, there goes Mick to get his guitar," | said casually, pinching a piece of the chocolate cake on his plate whilst 
he was distracted. "Almost time for you to do your stuff” 


He tutted jokily to me. "Come on cheeky, let's take a seat and finish these. Then | think I'll have a quick cig 
before | ‘do my stuff, as you put it.” 


"Let's go to that table," | pointed to the one we'd spent most of our time at. "My bag's down on the floor 
there." 


"And you left it unattended? Girls are never without their bags." 


Enjoying the light hearted banter, | stuck my tongue out at him. "Well there you go; | surprised you with 


something. Besides, it's not as though any of them are going to nick it, is it now?" 


"Oh trust me, love," he whispered sexily, hurrying me outside. "You have surprised the hell out of me on more 


than one occasion Today." 


We finished our cakes, causing much hilarity amongst those that could see us feeding one another at times, 


and then enjoyed our cigarettes. 


"Right," he announced, giving me a sweet kiss and standing up. "Time for me to grab my guitar and ‘do my 


stuff, | think" 


He strode across to get his guitar, and briefly spoke to Mick, before they returned again to the decking area 


"Right," James said with a smile, looking at me intently. "This one is for you, young lady, but I'll need you all to 


help out with the female vocals on it" 
"Now I've had the time of my life..” 


A huge cheer went up, and everyone (almost), began singing and dancing, meaning that we could barely hear 
James' singing. | stayed in my chair, almost rooted to the spot, albeit bopping along a little, and singing my 
heart out. This simple gesture had surprised the heck out of me, and the way he was glancing over at me, 


winking at certain points, was doing nothing to tone down my blushing or steady my increasing heart rate. 


| was enthralled with watching him, in his element, playing his beloved guitar and giving so much pleasure by 
singing for us. It was easy to see that it wasn't a chore, or something that he was feeling compelled to do, to 
repay our hospitality. He was getting high on it, buoyant, animated, sparkling, and more than a little elated. If 
his personality hadn't charmed them by now, his voice - both spoken and singing, certainly were. 


He finished singing, sat on the edge of the table | was at, placed his right foot on the chair, and began 
strumming, Mick following his lead. 


"Right ladies, we've got another song from that movie, one sung by Patrick Swayze, if memory serves me 


right. This is for you, as well, love.” 


A huge collective wolf whistle went up, causing me to put my hands in front of my face to cover my self- 
consciousness, and in the vain hope that it would stop my colleagues from taking so many pictures of us both 


on their phones. 


After singing Manic songs for about an hour, with a few classic pop songs from other artists thrown in to 
keep the atmosphere bouncy, he left Mick to carry on the entertainment on his own for a while, joining me for 


a quick break 


"You could have warned me that you were going to do that," | said, linking my arm into his, and snuggling close 


to him. "| wasn't expecting to be serenaded." 


"Play your cards right, and you may get some more." His hands moved to the side of my face, sliding into my 
hair and gripping it, but not tightly, urging my lips onto his. 


The flash of lights that suddenly went off, caught us by surprise and we quickly separated. Even though our 
eyes had been closed, as we were lost in the kiss, we still had to blink and try to readjust our focus and get 


our vision back to how it was. 


"Sorry guys," laughed Sue raucously, "but we couldn't resist" 


Then it dawned on me, | hadn't taken any pictures of James on my phone. | hunted round in my bag, grabbed 


my phore, found the camera setting and passed it over to Ellen. "Could you take some pictures of us, please?" 


"Oh hang on," James interjected, " let me get mine." He grabbed it from his back pocket and handed it over to 
Ant. "Would you do us the honour, mate?" 


We sat there for the next five minutes or so, posing for pictures, before James went to resume the singing 
with Mick Needless to say, | made certain that | had plenty of them both keeping our crew amused too. It 
would be great to look back on; to remind myself that | wasn't dreaming it. That for one night, our motley 


crew was given our own private concert by James Dean Bradfield. 


By the time | dropped Bernice off at her home, it was shortly after midnight. We helped her carry some of 
the things that she had brought back into her kitchen, and then set off to my house; James following in his 


car. 


When we got to mine | apologised for the mess that would greet him, he merely smiled back. After putting the 
food | had brought home into the fridge, | showed him where the tea and coffee, and cups were kept, and then 


took him upstairs to his room. 


"Right, I'll leave you to sort yourself out, and put away what you want to put away, and | am going to have a 
shower. Help yourself to whatever you fancy to drink, and please feel free to put the TV on, if you want." | 


was about to go into my bedroom when | turned back to him: "Shall | leave the shower running for you?" 
"You know | could just share yours? Save water and all that?" His smile was infectious. 


"Promise to behave?" Now why the hell had | said that? Of course | didn't want him naked in my shower with 


me, | was afraid that | would then completely give in to my feelings and urges. 


"Right, I'll be with you in a couple of minutes" he grinned mischievously. "I just need to get some clean stuff 


out to put on afterwards." 


What the heck had | done? | stomped around my bedroom, mindlessly grabbing my pyjama bottoms, and then a 
vest top to go with them - it was still way too hot and sticky to wear anything else. Absently | pulled the top 
sheet and bedspread back, and then switched on the fan, turning it to the bed, to cool the bottom sheet a 
little. With a sigh of resignation, | grabbed a bath sheet, my body gel, and made for the bathroom. 


| made sure that the bathroom window was open, then switched on the shower, ensuring that it was only set 
to ‘warm’. The temperature in there was going to be hot enough as it was, thanks to me inviting James to join 


me. Honestly, sometimes | astounded myself with my stupidity. 


Standing in front of the mirror, | tied my hair up in a knotted pony tail, not wanting to get it wet, and caught a 
glimpse of James from the corner of my eye. With only a towel to preserve his modesty, he stood in the 
doorway, clutching a bottle of shower gel, watching me intently. 


"Why are you not undressed?" He made no move towards me. 


Slowly | turned to face him. "I will be in a minute," | answered nervously. "That bruise looks rather nasty; sorry 


about that." 
"lll be fine, stop worrying, and stop delaying things, Stacie.” 


Trying not to let him see how nervous | was, | pulled my t-shirt over my head, throwing it onto the floor in 
the corner. Next to join it was my loose black trousers, leaving me stood there in my bra and knickers, having 


great difficulty in deciding which one should be the next item to go. 


Taking a deep breath, | quickly unhooked my bra, tossing it on the floor with my other clothes, and then 
hurriedly dispensed with my knickers. 


"Madam, your shower awaits." With a huge flourish, James pulled back the shower curtains, inviting me to get 


in. 


Making sure | had my back to him, | grabbed a bottle of shower gel, applied some of it to the sponge that | 
had picked up, and began soaping my shoulders and chest, enjoying the sensation of the soft suds on my skin. 


"Erm, hang on a minute," came the sexy, whispered voice in my ear. "You need to turn around a bit so that | 


can get under the jets of water. | won't get very far if | barely get damp, will 1?" 


Despite my nervousness at being naked in such close proximity, | had to concede that point to him - he 
wouldn't get much of shower without access to the water. So, with a large smile on my face, one that | truly 
hoped and prayed would not betray me, | turned to the side, allowing him room to manoeuvre into a better 


position 
"Is that better?" 


"Well, it's still a bit, erm, what's the term.? Cosy! Yes, its a bit cosy, but at least | can now shower." With a 
huge grin on his face he proceeded to dollop some of the gel into his palm, placing the bottle down on the edge 
of the bath when he had decanted enough, and began to lather his torso and stomach, before then soaping his 
neck and shoulders. Playfully he nudged me out of the way so that he could rinse off the suds. "If you keep 


standing there looking at me, you're not going to get very far, are you, love?" 


Although | could see the stirrings of his erection in my peripheral vision, he was doing and saying nothing to 
make me feel awkward or uncomfortable; Well, not any more than | already did, thanks to my mouth running 


away with things before my brain had fully engaged, so, trying to be as nonchalant as | could muster, | 


resumed with washing myself down 
"Turn around and I'll do your back for you." 


Without hesitation | handed him the sponge, which, | have to say, appeared to take him aback. "There you go," | 


said with a smile. "Do a good job and I'll return the favour for you." 


| turned my back to him, and outwardly sighed when | felt the soft, bouncy bubbles cover me. He must have 
been barely touching me with the sponge, because its texture wasn't registering Instinctively | tilted my head 
back, enjoying the comfort and sensation of being spoilt like this. Slowly, he began to wash me further and 
further to my sides, until he was washing my stomach, holding me closely to him. So closely that his erection 
was now evident to me, sliding along the foam on my behind. 


Suddenly the sponge was dropped on to the base of the bath, and | was in his arms, being kissed with wanton 
passion. No longer was | embarrassed, | needed him. | couldn't deny myself, and the slipperiness of our caresses 
served to heighten the eroticism that was thick in the air. 


When he stepped back, | knew that | would look dejected. | was enjoying how his touch and kisses made me feel 
- it was like floating on air. He made me feel invincible: nothing, nor anyone could hurt or harm me because | 
had James taking good care of me. He was becoming my protector, but then the question became:- would | be 
able to protect myself to preserve some modicum of dignity? 

One of the few nagging doubts | had was that if | did give in to him; have sex with him, well, he'd have nothing 
to pursue would he? Perhaps when he was given the physical and sexual release that seemed bound to happen 
at some point in time, he would be gone. Maybe he would be gone by the end of tomorrow (or should | say 
later today?) anyway, if he hadn't been given them. 

There are times when that little voice in your head, the one that tries to keep you on the straight and 
narrow, becomes a right royal pain in the behind It stops you from living in the moment; giving away control 
and just going for it. At this precise moment in time, | really wished | could shut the bloody thing up. Thanks to 
‘it, | was self-conscious, nervous and hesitant again. 

"Um, right, time for me to wash your back, | think" 

He was studying me; confused at the turn of events. Searching for answers:- 

Have | done something wrong? 

Have | misread things, so badly? 


Have | put too much pressure on her? 


Am | not making her feel good? 


"Stacie, please, tell me, what the hell is going on here?" 


Oh hell. The way he said ‘here,’ with that beautiful soft Welsh lilt that was enough to send me on a trip to 
fantasy land all on its own, was giving me tingles. Regaining a little of my composure, | tried to smile, knowing 


that it wasn't reaching my eyes: "I'm keeping my side of the bargain 


He shook his head. "No, something has changed, and | have no idea what the hell it is." His strong arms 
continued to envelope me. Not in a way that caused any pressure; it was a concerned, nurturing embrace. 
"Come on, talk to me. What ever you have to say has to be better than the plethora of things running around 
my head at the minute." 


All| could do was shake my head at him, tears forming in my eyes. | wanted to hide, but given the confined 


environment, it wasn't going to happen. 


Then he had cradled my head against his, murmuring softly to me: "Oh darling, I'm not going anywhere; not 
unless you make me. Some one must have burned you badly in the past, for you to have so many doubts. 
Just remember what | told you earlier; it wasn't a line to get you into bed, or to like me. | meant it then; | 


mean it now." 


"James, | feel such an idiot, and | wouldn't blame you if you walked away. You don't need a woman who needs 


reassurance every five minutes from you. I'll drive a wedge between us both anyway." 
y y g yway 


"Thankfully | am not a Neanderthal. | genuinely understand with where you're coming from. You've met someone 
who's made themselves a part of your life, within a few hours of meeting. Heck, I've been telling the gang 
there today that we've known each other for a good few months. Now if | can say things like that to them, 
and create this little cover story, why wouldn't you have doubts? Why would you trust me? All | can do is 
promise you that | will not take advantage of you for the sake of sex; | want a relationship with you. Now it 
may work; it may not, but you need to know that | won't use you. If we don't have sex tonight, fine, we don't. 
If we do, then we do. Either way, | won't be walking out of your life when | leave here later to go back to 
Wales." 


His compassion and understanding made me feel as though a huge weight had been lifted from my shoulders. 


With relief, | put my arms around him, guiding his mouth onto mine, moaning when our lips met. 

We finished our shower (after a nice long smooch), and James padded back to the bedroom to get dressed, 
whilst | put on the body gel, got dressed, and cleaned the bath out, and put my discarded clothes into the 
laundry bin 


When | got downstairs | found him hunting through my cupboards. 


"Okay, what the hell are you looking for?" Try as | might, | couldn't keep a straight face. 


"| fancied a drink, you know, alcohol, kinda" 


“There's beer, cider and wine in the fridge." 
‘Oh very cute, woman," he chortle. "| was fancying a whisky or something, as a nightcap." 


"Not very observant are you, Bradfield?" It seemed the most natural thing to put my arms around him, hold 
him close and kiss him swiftly, perversely enjoying the bemused expression on his face. "You walked straight 
passed a box with an excellent malt whisky in it, in the lounge. Sorry to say | don't have any coke to go with it. 


| can offer ice cubes, water or neat?" 
"Ill go with the ice then," he replied with a wink. 


| told him to go and sit down, and he switched on the TV, selecting an easy-listening music station, whilst | 


fixed us the drinks. 


"You seem a lot happier now," he smiled approvingly when | joined him on the sofa, handing him his drink. "Much 


more relaxed." 


"l'Il be more relaxed still when I've had this." | brandished my neat whisky in front of him, grinning like a 


Cheshire Cat. 
"This is nice; really rice. | could easily drink too much of this." 


‘It was a birthday present from two very dear friends of mine. They know that | have a weakness for it. | love 


a good whisky, or a good brandy." 


He was now wearing a pair of baggy red shorts, with | presumed, underwear. Not that | had checked, and that 
was it. A little ‘chunky’ he may be, yet still utterly gorgeous. His body was firm, so despite the weight, he was 
in good shape. Personally, I'd always preferred him more like this, ‘Skinny ferret, James, whilst still undeniably 

sexy, cheeky with ‘come to bed! eyes, hadn't excited me as much. There were times when | found it downright 
off putting. At one point he had lost so much weight that he had looked drawn, gaunt and ill. His beautiful face 


had become sharp angles; not aesthetically pleasing; well, for me at least. 

"We need to remember to swap numbers and what-have-you tomorrow." He placed his glass onto the coffee 
table, and picked up my legs, placing them over his own, briefly stroking them up and down. Next, he took my 
glass and positioned it alongside his. "No arguing." 

"About what?" My eyebrows raised quizzically, not sure what he meant. 


"This..." 


skilfully he positioned me so | was practically sat on his lap. He was gazing at me lusttully, his right hand 


tentatively snaking under my thin and flimsy spaghetti-strap vest top, silently seeking permission to continue 
their journey to my unfettered breasts; his left hand firmly on my back to provide some support. My mouth 


curved into a huge beaming smile, | also nodded my acquiescence to dispel any uncertainty. 


His hand slid onto my ribcage, delicately caressing me, making me whimper with approval. His gaze never left 
mine, and it was an aphrodisiac. Watching his eyes sparkle, a soft smile washing over his lips, his delighting in 
knowing that | was enjoying what he was doing and how he was touching me; all of these things inflamed my 
passion, desire and need. 


Tentatively, his fingertips began to stroke the skin under my right breast, barely there whispers of a caress, 
making me close my eyes, tilt back my head a little, inhale sharply through my teeth, and emit a plaintive 
moan. Not because | wasn't enjoying being stimulated by him, because | was. No, rather it was because every 
time this man had made me feel special, important and loved, | had been blind enough to believe that it couldn't 


get any better, yet it did. 


With his hand continuing it's exploration, my body was shaking from the pleasure that he was evoking and 
awakening in me. On the one hand | didn't want it to stop; it was delicious, yet | craved more. Tiny shivers akin 
to gentle electric shocks ran over me; my nipples were hard, aching and throbbing; desperately craving his 
touch. Opening my eyes, | stared at him, | didn't care that they were filled with lust; rapacious and greedy. | 


wanted him to be aware of how he was inflaming me; of how salacious | was feeling. 
He moved his head to mine, muddied confusion washing over his face when | held him back. When he saw my 


hands move to the hem of my top, his eyes widened, his mouth turning into a knowing, approving grin, slowly 


then forming into a smirk when the top was flung down onto the floor. 

"Beautiful." 

"You have no idea what you're doing to me," | whimpered, gently nibbling on the fleshy lobe of his ear. 

"Oh, but | do," he moaned softly. "| can feel your wetness on my leg." 

"And | can feel your erection If you're uncomfortable, | can move?" | allowed a hand to snake down and stroke 
his chest, slowly letting it wander down to his abdomen, occasionally lightly scraping my nails across his skin, 
enjoying how it made him hiss, moan and quiver. 

"For the sake of propriety and not wanting to rush this exquisite, sweet torture and exploration, its probably 
better that you don't, Stacie, love. Your being positioned there is about the only thing stopping me from being, 
um..premature." 


"I think that ‘propriety’ has gone out of the window, don't you?" | simpered, flashing him a devilish grin 


"Not at all," he lazily licked and sucked the curve of my neck. "If it had, | would only be concerned with my own 


gratification, love." 


"Speaking of which," | giggled, "your hand appears to have stopped, which is a shame: | was enjoying it so much." 
"How remiss of me," he joked. "Although, maybe | could please you even more?" 

Suddenly his strong, muscular arms lifted me up, my breasts now in line with his mouth, the tip of his wet 
tongue circling a large, swollen nipple, making it increase further in size. | couldn't recall my breasts being as 
receptive or sensitive as they were right then, the molten heat beginning to swirl within me. 


"Damn you, Bradfield. That's good." 


"Only ‘good'?" He whined, with faux indignation, his cheeky grin still present, then returning back to teasing my 
hard nipple with his mouth. 


What made me do it, | don't know, but feeling daring and evocative, | dipped a hand down inside my pyjamas; no 
knickers to prevent my trail, causing James to glance uncertainly at me, not sure what | was going to do. | 
stroked several fingers along my throbbing, swollen sex, gasping in surprise at the extent of my wetness, 
coated three fingers with the abundant juice, and then placed them at James’ mouth, desperately wanting to 
see his reaction 

Had | taken things too far? 

Would he enjoy it? 

Would it repulse him? 


Somehow | felt that whether he liked it or not, | had nothing to lose by showing him what turned me on. 


He took my hand in his, opened his mouth, closed his eyes and sucked eagerly on my wet fingers; his tongue 
sliding between to ensure that he had lapped it all up. 


"Again?" 

Relief overtook me on hearing his request. Once more | dipped my fingers, coating them ready for him to 
taste. This time he was slow, considered and deliberate; wanting to savour each and every trace of the thick 
liquid. 


"Damn you, woman, " he drawled laden with desire. "I was only intending on a snog and bit of a fondle." 


"Be quiet and stand up." Where | managed to find the strength from, | don't know, but the last thing | wanted 


was for this delicious intoxication to cease. 


| moved to allow him space, and then pushed the coffee table back. He stood in front of me, unsure as to what 


| would be about to do, or to ask him to do. Tentatively | placed my hands in the waistband of his shorts, 
feeling the rim of his briefs beneath. Ensuring that | was grasping them both, slowly | inched them over his 
thighs, the sight of his strong, hard erection springing free, making me gasp. The items hit the floor, but he 


made no move to touch me, or draw me closer. He was letting me be in control, for a little while, at least. 


"Darling," he whispered headily, snapping me out of the trance | appeared to have fallen in. "Perhaps you ought 


to remove your pyjama bottoms? They seem to have rather a large damp patch on them." 


Damp didn't really do it justice; it was wet, very obviously wet. With indecent haste, | removed them, dropping 
them on to his shorts and briefs. Next, without missing a beat, | caressed the soft, velvety skin of his hard 
penis with feather-light touches from the backs of my fingers, marvelling at the way it shivered and 
shimmied. Then | turned my hand over, stroking him more firmly, travelling from the root to the tip, revelling 
in the feel of it; marvelling at the way it appeared to continue to grow, hissing when | touched the contrasting 


warm wetness at the tip. 
‘| warn you now," he struggled, his breathing ragged. "This could be over way too quickly, sorry to say." 


"Well | guess | had better apologise in advance too, then," | responded. "Because | am on the verge of orgasming 


right now. One touch and | think I'll be done." 


"If this is going to be quick, we'll be quick together," he sighed somewhat breathlessly, then laid down, on his 
back, on the sofa. 


Holding out a hand he said: "It is more comfortable for the woman to be on top for a sixty-nine, | believe?" 
Grinning insanely | took my place. When his mouth made contact with me | let out an involuntary moan. To 
describe the sensation as exquisite wasn't doing it justice. The sensations and feelings careering over my body 
were making it difficult for me to concentrate on pleasuring him, but the last thing that | wanted was to be 


selfish. 


Somehow | had to try and put his delicious torment out of my mind and begin to focus on giving him the 


pleasure and climax that he needed, craved and deserved. 

We were right; it didn't take long for either of us to climax. Afterwards, | sat up, and curled into his warm, 
sweat bathed body at the end of the sofa, then leant out and retrieved our drinks, sipping them with smug, 
satisfied expressions on our faces. 

"You know something?" | said after a short while. 


"What's that?" 


"It seems a little pointless to have you going into the spare room, after that, don't you think?" 


"Honestly love? It's fine if you still want me to, | understand. Seeing each other naked, having a good old smooch 
and some rather fantastic oral sex, is a bit different to spending the whole of the night in close proximity. 
Besides which, as | don't have condoms, so, unless you do, it would be a way of avoiding temptation" He was 


stroking my face, flashing a beautifully beguiling smile, full of warmth. 


"No, | don't have any either, although, how about if | said that | would rather that you stayed with me? | could 
always sell it to you by saying that my bedroom is the one with a fan in it," | chortled. "Unless that makes me 
sound desperate?" 

"It doesn't; not in the slightest." He gave me a reassuring squeeze, and kissed the top of my head. "I'd love to 
spend the night with you, well the little of it that we have. However love, it's your call. This is your house and 
| am your guest, so | am not going to presume anything." 

Actually | could have stayed there for the rest of the night and been completely happy, but we had made 
plans, albeit loose plans, for me to show him a few places before | had to go to work and he had to make the 


journey back to Wales. 


"Well, | would love it if you would join me. | mean, | can always kick you out again, if you start to misbehave, 


can't |?" 


"You wouldn't be so cruel," he chuckled, hugging me tighter. "You've threatened me with that before, yet here 


we are." 

Oh those puppy dog eyes. Why did he have to flash them at me? 

"Maybe; maybe not, | guess you'll have to wait and see" 

It was 0230 when we eventually went to bed 

| couldn't sleep; | wasn't used to having someone alongside me in the bed, and although the fan was on at the 
side of the bed, | was too hot; it didn't help that there was no breeze coming in through the bedroom windows. 
"What's wrong?" Came a gentle slightly croaky voice, a hand settling over my hips. "You haven't slept" 

How did he know? 

"Your wriggling about has kept me awake, too." 


"Sorry," | said. "You get some sleep, | think that I'll go down for a cigarette in the garden, it may just help cool 


me down, and settle enough to get over." 


"Now you, more than most, know that nicotine is a stimulant, so it will have the opposite effect.” He said 


sweetly into my ear, his hand now curling over my stomach and pulling me, gently, further in to his body. 
"Come on, love. Perhaps a nice cuddle will help you settle?" 


"Will it cool me down or heat me up further though?" | said with a chuckle. "lm hot and sticky." 
"Hang on a second." 


Before | had a chance to say anything, he had pulled the sheet back and padded out of the bedroom. Shortly 


after | was aware of the sound of running water, then | could hear his footsteps, returning to the room. 


| felt the bed dip, and then softly James said: "I've got a flannel, soaked in cool water. | thought that if | wipe 


you down with it, the fan will help to cool you a little more." 


| hissed when | felt the refreshing water being wiped over my skin. He was right though - it was cooling me 
down, leaving the sheet off was helping too. 


"Better?" He asked, clearly concerned. 


"Much, thank you." Still damp from the wetness on my body, | snuggled into his chest. "Are you going to put 
that cloth back, then?" 


He giggled. "No, it can stay on the bedside cabinet. It's only water; it's not going to hurt anything.’ 

"What you mean, is that you can't be bothered to put it back because you're tired" 

"Quite possibly, woman" 

| placed my elbow into the edge of his pillow, and propped my head up with my hand, using my other to gently 
prod him. "What did | say about you calling me ‘woman’, James?" My tone was light hearted although | had 
been trying to sound serious. 

"Um.." he mused, staring at me, the early morning sunlight peaking in where the curtains were not fully closed, 
highlighting his handsome, rugged features. "Now, ‘WOMAN, don't you start on me. You may not like the 


result." 


| would take you more seriously if you weren't grinning so much, you cheeky little sod." 


"What? Me, a cheeky little sod? Little | may be, but that's about as far as it goes, love." His laugh was 


infectious. "Besides, you've got a nerve - you're about the same height as me." 


"Depends on how we're defining ‘litte’, | said with a titter, choosing against responding to his last comment. 
"Some ‘things' are anything but." 
"Didn't you want to get some sleep?" His hands pulled me on top of him. 


"l'm wide awake now. The water you covered me in is nice and cold from the breeze of the fan, plus, it seems 
to have ‘perked me up a bit" To make my point, | turned slightly to the side, took his right hand and placed it 


over my left breast, my nipple now painfully enlarged, aching for attention 


"So | notice," he said, kissing the side of my face softly, his hand increasing it's pressure on my breast. "But 


we should sleep." 
"Why? We could spend all the day catching up on our sleep." | suggested. 
“That's fine for you; you're at work tonight." 


"At least you know that you won't be tired for the journey back to Wales," | offered. "That's a good thing, 


surely?" 

"Honestly, you.. are.. a. very..bad.woman" With each drawn out word, he kissed me sweetly, yet briefly, a 
beautiful soft beam, curved on his lips. “Threatening me if | don't behave, then you go and do this to me. How 
am | supposed to be good, when you excite the hell out of me anyway? Um? Then, you become even more 
erotic, provocative, appetent, salacious and downright desirable; instigating a bit of ‘playtime’, in the middle of 
the bloody night" 

That did it, | burst out laughing. "Have you eaten a dictionary or thesaurus?" 

"At least you get my point" 

"Nah," | said with a shrug. "You're trying to deflect the fact that you're a horny little sod" 


"Getting hornier by the second, love, thanks to you and your little escapades." He attempted, but failed, to keep 


his voice monotone though there was no expression on his face. 
| can tell" 

"Pleased about that, are you?" 

"Perhaps." 

"Why only ‘perhaps'?" 


"Well | appear to be in trouble as it is, so, | could get into deeper bother if | was to give an affirmative answer 
to that particular question, or if | was to do anything about said ‘horniness', couldn't |?" 


"You appear to be on the horns of a dilemma, love." 


"On a thorn’ of some sort, that's a definite." 


"The things for you to consider are:- 
‘How annoyed will he be if | do do something? 

‘How annoyed will he be if | don't do something? 

‘How frustrated will | be if | dont do something?’ 

And, lastly.. 

‘Am | comfortable with doing nothing?" 

"How come this is about what | do or do not do? What about you" 

Oh no you don't, woman. You started this, you can finish it" 

"So much for me thinking that you were a gentleman Fancy leaving it all down to me. Deeply, deeply unfair.” 


"That love, is what you get when you play with fire. You built it; you lit it, so now decide whether you're going 
to fan it, or put it out" 


‘Not sure what to do here. There will be consequences if | don't make the right choice, | sense it” 

"Better think it through carefully then, love." 

"How much thinking time do | get?" 

"About two minutes, depending upon how impatient | get." 

"Nope, nope, nope, that's not long enough. | think, owing to it being such an important, if not crucial decision - 
one that could affect us both for a long time if | get it wrong, that | will need the rest of the night for it. It's 


important to me that you are aware of the brevity that | place on this, and of doing the right thing.’ 


ooK woman, you nave around nineTy seconds leTT. ou Make Tne wrong cnoice, you will be more severe 
"Look you h d ds left. If you make the wrong choice, you will b ly 


punished than you could begin to imagine." 
"You drive a hard bargain, Mr Bradfield" 


| would say that | am being very fair," he taunted. "After all, love, its your fault that l'm awake; in more 


ways than one." 


"How is it my fault? You're the one that put the water over me, meaning that | got a little ‘perky’ in certain 


areas." | was amazed at how much | was enjoying the repartee. "If anything, | ought to be the one punishing 


you." 


"So, let me get this right.You want to punish me for being caring and considerate enough to do something to 
enable you to be more comfortable, therefore meaning that you'll be able to get some sleep?" He theatrically 
and exaggeratedly scratched his head, whilst shaking it briskly. "It's a sad day when you offend someone, not to 
mention risk punishment, for trying to be chivalrous, woman" 

"You know what | think, Bradfield? | think that you engineered this." 

"Is that right?" He tittered. "You must have less than a minute left." 

"You knew that the water would wake me, ergo, it's your fault. You did this because you're feeling randy." 


"| refer you to my previous answer.” 


"Honestly, I'd have more respect for you if you'd just come right out with it," | mentioned with a forced sigh, 
then added: "Oh, and your timing ability sucks. 


Clearly you have no idea how long a minute is." 
"Come out with what? I'm flummoxed now." 


Again he tittered, his fingers playing with my red hair. "Oh, and | can count perfectly well, but thanks for the 


concern. Of course, it has nothing to do with you being nervous about decision time looming on the horizon?" 
"Come out and admit that you're a horny sod that wants some action to sate his appetite." 

"Hey now, woman," he whispered. "It was you that thrust my hand onto your ridiculously erect nipple and onto 
your breast. There | was, merrily minding my own business, trying to sleep. However, not wanting to cause 
offence, | had to massage it a little didn't |? The last thing | want to do is disappoint you, or to leave you 
twitching and throbbing because | didn't give you what you wanted or needed" 

| rubbed my nose against his. "You're really not good with taking ownership of your actions, are you, honey?" 
A huge smirk, followed by a hearty chuckle. His arms now curling tighter around me, his legs wrapping around 
mine. It the first time he had done anything to change our initial embrace, and | was racking my brain as to 
what had spurred him on. 


‘Oh baby, you're not going to wriggle out of it by doing that." 


"Doing what?" 


“That's the first time, so far as | can recall, that you have called me anything other than James, Bradfield, Mr 
Bradfield, Welsh Smurf or, my personal favourite, little sod" he informed me with glee. "All of the cute little 


terms of endearment that I've spouted, yet you weren't reciprocating. Such a little thing, yet it's made me 


happy.” 


| screwed my face up, surely not? | must have called him something twee and soppy at some time. “Clearly 


then, you are going senile as well." 

"Okay gorgeous; l'Il play the game." His voice was thick like molasses. "You tell me when you've called me any of 
the following:- Love, honey, darling, sexy, handsome, sweetheart, baby, sugar, love, lover, gorgeous, cutie, or 
anything else that | have missed out. I'll bet you that you can't" 


"You can't expect me to replay every conversation that we've had throughout the day, surely?" 


"Tick-tock, tick-tock" He grinned wryly, clearly enjoying our little verbal battle. "Less than 30 seconds, honey. 


Come on now, if you had, you'd remember." 


Playfully, | gave him a rap on his ribs. "Come on, James, that's not fair. You cannot give me TWO questions to 
answer and not extend my time. That would not be chivalrous of you.” 


"Fine then, as I'm feeling generous, you can have an extra 30 seconds." 
"Oh, you rat bag." 


"Look young lady, you've only got yourself to blame," he sniggered mischievously. "You're really not good with 


taking ownership of your actions, are you, sweetheart?" 


"Very clever," | sighed with mock indignation "Throw my own words back at me, why don't you? Not very 


original of you, is it?" 


"Don't need to be when you give me such great responses to use. Besides which," he whispered, licking and 


sucking the curve of my neck eagerly, making me melt. "I did change it a little." 

Hoping for divine inspiration, | rolled my eyes to the heavens. "When you'd finished serenading me?" 
"Nope 

"In the shower?" 

"Nope 


"During our making out?" 


"Nope. Go on, keep thinking.” 

"After my orgasm?" 

"Uh-huh." 

"During our post-oral cuddle?" 

"Try again" 

"Stop distracting me, then possibly I'll be able to think" 

"Admit defeat?" 

| began to stroke his abdomen, delighting at the way his muscles undulated beneath my wispy touches. "Sadly, | 
think that | have to. However." My hand roamed down further, gaining a thrill from the soft downy hairs that 
| could feel. When the hair became coarser, | moaned deep in my throat] 


His breath hitching in his throat, making speaking difficult, he stammered: " ‘However’ what?" 


"If," | panted in his ear, "I recall later when | did, you have to atone for this; make it up to me in some special 


way." 
"Time's nearly out, baby," he gasped, my fingers still playing with the curls of his pubic hair. 
"Will you apologise as well as go all out to make it up to me, James?" 


He nodded. "Yes." 


My own arousal was building. His responses to my simple touches turning me on He had a far away, dreamy 


expression over his rugged features, and it was erotic to know that | was making him feel good. 
"Oh, and in answer to my dilemma?" | didn't wait for him. "I'm going to fan the flames." 


"That's a fucking relief," he sighed aloud, making me laugh. "Its not funny, Stacie. You're arousing the fuck out 


of me, here. | need something, and soon, before | go crazy." 
"Keep that thought" | kissed him briefly, then got off the bed. 


"Where the fuck are you going? You can't leave me like this. More importantly, you can't leave my dick like 


this." The exasperation in his voice was evident. He needed a release. 


| opened my wardrobe doors and took a handful of scarves from their holder, smiling to myself; | was going to 


have fun with this. 
"Hold your hands up together," | instructed. 


He glanced hesitantly at me. "What are you going to do to me? You had better not tie me and leave me here 


like a prat. Trust me when | say that there will be hell to pay if you do." 
"Baby, please trust me. You will not be left frustrated; not in the least." 


He held his hands up, letting me tie them together. Once | was satisfied that they were tied tight enough to 
prevent his wriggling free, | knotted two scarves together and then threaded them through his hands, finally 
tying them to the headboard. 


Then | took one of the wider, thicker ones that | had grabbed, and used it as a blindfold. To ensure that he 
couldn't see, | picked up the wash cloth that he had left, and held it over him, snickering when some water 


droplets fell on to his head, making him bellow a stream of profanities. 


When | climbed onto the bed, throwing the cloth back to where it had been, he silenced, as though trying to 


assess where | was, to give him an indication of what he may expect. 
"Stacie, I'm really not sure that this is a good idea. What are you up to?" 


Grinning wildly, | said nothing, nor did | move for a while. When | finally did what | was going to do, | wanted it 


to come out of the blue for him. 


Crouched alongside his hips, | could make out his erection twitching from time to time, no doubt partially due 
to the breeze coming across him from the fan. His pre-come glistening in the ever brightening light as dawn 


approached, silently begging to be licked. 


Leaning forward as slowly as | could, not wanting to forewarn him by using my hands, | flicked my tongue over 
the head, making sure that | caught the thick pool of his nectar. His body jerked, forcing me to steady his hips 
so that | could continue to pleasure him. With one hand remaining on his hips, | placed my other on to his 


scrotum, gently fondling his testicles, loving how | was able to make him sigh and moan with desire. 
"Oh baby, thats good. Really, really fucking good. Please don't stop." 


| moved my hand from his scrotum to his shaft, and began to slowly slide it up and down, After a few 
strokes, | pulled back his foreskin gently, ensured that | had a lot of saliva on my lips and tongue, and began to 
tease the frenulum and corona on the engorged head, knowing to be careful because they were both so 
sensitive. As much as he was unable to disguise his pleasure, | knew that if | spent too long doing this that he 


would come prematurely, and | wanted it to last at least a little while longer. 


My own wetness was beginning to ooze from me, arousing him was undeniably arousing me as well. | swapped 
to a hand to continue stimulating him, my other dipping in to my wetness like | had done earlier, then placed 
my fingers to his plump lips, whimpering when he licked and sucked avidly at my juice. 


"Like that, by any chance, James?" 


"You know | do, you tease, " he sighed between gasps, adding; "if you're going to make yourself come, please 
wait until | can watch you do it” 


"tm not that confident that | can wait," | answered with a deep sigh, continuing to stroke his erection, "but HI 


do my best." 
The slight involuntary bucking of his hips brought me back to earth; his pleasure was steadily increasing on 
the way to his orgasm. His handsome face was at times contorted in a grimace, then smiling with joy and 


ecstasy, then overtaken by a faraway, longing air. 


With a smile of satisfaction, | dipped my head down, and took his penis in my mouth, varying the pace of my 


sucking and licking alongside his increased breathing. 


Occasionally | would again pay attention to his frenulum and corona, loving the way he bucked, grunted and 


yelled encouragement. 


His writhing and wriggling started to make it difficult for me, despite having an arm and hand firmly placed 
over his hips. 


Hurriedly | had to think of how | could stabilise him enough to bring about his climax with my mouth, rather 
than my hand, deciding that | would have to lay over his stomach. | moved position, and placed an arm around 


him, holding him as tightly to me as | could, without restricting my movement. 


Never once did | break from using my mouth on him. He was mumbling incoherent nonsense now, a sign, | felt, 
that he was almost there. 


Softly | stroked his perineum, the small tell-tale stirrings of spasms noticeable. 
"Come in my mouth, James," | sighed on to his dick "Let me taste you." 
‘Oh baby," he panted, "| am so close.” 


| continued to take his length, needing his release almost as much as he did. Then in earnest, the pulsing 


spasms in his perineum began building rapidly. 


"Oh, Stacie," he gasped, his breathing rapid, his chest noticeably heaving up and down. "Oh, baby, I'm going to." 


His warm, salty ejaculate spilled on to the back of my throat in spurts, his hips automatically bucking, guiding 


his penis deeper in to my mouth, and | drank him down keenly, loving the masculine taste of him. 

Once | was happy that he had finished, | licked my way up his body, and placed a deep passionate kiss on his 
lips, before settling on his chest for a cuddle (such as it could be with James' hands still being out of the 
equation), whilst he recovered a little more. 


"Are you okay, James?" | asked, he seemed to be taking an age to stir. 


‘I'd be better with free hands, so | can cuddle you, woman" A soft smile broke out on his sensuous lips. "Untie 


me?" 
"Uh huh, not yet, sexy.” 
"You are fucking wicked, you know that? | had no idea that you'd get off on torturing me." 


Wearing a wicked grin, | straddled his chest, slowly undoing the blindfold. "Oh, but its such a sweet, delicious 


torture, isn't it, James?" 

He was squinting, trying to focus now that he was no longer in the darkness. "That could be debatable if it 
goes on for much longer,” he groaned. "Come on woman, put me out of my misery, so that | can put you out 
of your misery. | know that you want me to, Stacie. | swear that you're even wetter than you were earlier - 
my chest feels very wet and slick" 


"You don't need to be untied to do something to me, James." 


"How do you propose | hold you in position or play with you, if | have no hands to use?" He was still squinting a 


little. 
"All you need is your mouth, James, and you have no excuses, because | haven't gagged you.. this time." 


"Damn Stacie, you could have warned me that you were so horny and experimental" His voice was soft, yet 


thick 

‘Perhaps if | usually was, | would have, | mused silently. 

Steadily and deliberately | moved a little further up, then lowered myself down, trying to get close enough that 
his tongue and mouth could work their magic, though not so close that | would risk suffocating James. Using a 
hand to part the lips of my throbbing sex, | was surprised at how wet | was. James was right, | did appear to 


be wetter than earlier, and then | had been ridiculously wet. 


"James, let me know when | am in a good place for you." 


"Honey, start stroking yourself. | kinda like being this close to the action Promise that | WILL use my tongue on 


you in a bit; that beautiful juice is too delicious to ignore for long, but right now, | wanna watch you." 


Unable to deny my yearning for my own climax, | began to stroke my clitoris, surprised by how sensitive, big 
and hard it was. Never before had | been like this. Usually it took me a long time to gain enough confidence 
with a partner to want to be intimate, yet with James it was so different. It was delicious, confusing, 


intoxicating, scary yet ultimately, liberating. 
Why did | trust a man that | barely knew enough to be so open with him? 


Yes | had been tentative at times, but that had more to do with my being astounded with myself, that | could 


be so brazen. When we were physically intimate, it felt natural. 


Instinctively | think | knew, how, | don't know, but | knew that he wouldn't make fun of me, or be abusive. 
Something told me that if | did something, or wanted to do something that he wasn't happy with, he would be 


gentle about it, and not make me feel as though | was no better than a groupie or a tart. 


"Oh yeah, honey. Your thick, luscious juice is dripping down on to my face and on your thighs. Keep this up and 
lIl be hard again." 


‘James, please," | begged. "| need to feel you.NOW!" 


His tongue slid inside me, making me jolt on feeling the probing wet, warm lusciousness of his skilful tongue, 
lapping at my juices, reaching and stimulating spots that | wasn't aware that | had. Every now and again | 


swear | could hear him swallowing my juice down, heightening my arousal and need for release more. 
Damn, this man excited me. 


‘Oh fuck, James," | cried, my body arching backwards whilst | desperately tried to remain close enough for him 
to torment and please me with his mouth. My finger speeded up, applying more pressure; the painful ecstasy 
of orgasm hurtling closer. | wanted to prolong it, as much as | craved it. My heart was thudding loudly, my 


legs begin to quiver and tremble. 
"Come over me, baby," he urged, flicking his tongue up and down my slit, then diving once more inside me. 


No longer could | control my breathing, in fact, | couldn't control anything. The unwinding of the spiralling 
tension had began, and | was going to come. "James, l'm..Oh..fuck!" | yelled at the top of my voice, my finger 
still stroking my bud, driving me from orgasm to orgasm, until it became painful. | collapsed in a heap on to his 
torso, panting like | had run several sprints in quick succession, my body heaving whilst | urgently attempted to 


regain some control. 


Lazily, still gasping for breath, | weakly raised my hands to undo his restraints, needing to have his arms 
around me, to help calm and soothe me. Although they came away easily, the fabric of them not the best for 


secure knots, | was still fighting to catch my breath when he wrapped his arms around me, feverishly 
bestowing kisses on my brow and the top of my head. 


"Look at me, darling" Softly James placed his fingers beneath my chin, guiding my head up. "See what you've 
done to me?" 


It took me by surprise: His face was wet from his mouth all the way down his chin, with some also on his 


chest 

| couldn't take it in 

| had done that 

That wetness was from my body, 

The heaviest, thickest part was on his chin. Without hesitation | drew an index finger through it, then sucked 
keenly, amazed at how | tasted: tangy, slightly salty, but ultimately sweet. Not at all unpleasant, in fact, | went 


back for more. 


My eyes glanced at his. They were dancing and alive; no hint of disappoint or of his needs not being given 


enough attention. 

"Thank you." 

It was a simple statement before he captured my lips in a frenzied, passionate kiss, despite myself and my 
contented, sated exhaustion, my body was responding. The familiar heat was rising; my nerve endings tingling 
with minute electric shocks. 


Where the heck was | finding the strength from? 


A groan left my mouth, when he broke our kiss. His hands placed either side of my face, a devilish, happy 
smirk on his. "I have never regretted, not having condoms more," he whimpered. 


His words made me giggle. "It would have been nice." 
"And you? Are you okay? You should sleep now, love. You look drained." 


| want more." | dipped my eyes coquettishly, not used to feeling this way. | raised my gaze back to him. "l 
know that you do too. | can see that much." 


"Ah, just ignore that," he laughed. "It'll go away in a minute." 


"Leaving you frustrated? Doesn't seem very fair." 


He spun me beneath him. "Listen, woman," he said, smiling and winking. "How the hell can | be frustrated after 
that? It was amazing, no, YOU were amazing; you ARE amazing. | genuinely never expected any of this, truly, 
and I'm more satisfied than you know. | actually think, as hard as it is to say this because | would love, and 
crave to be inside you, making love with you in every sense of the word, it gives us something even more 
special to look forward to when we meet up again, doesn't it? Maybe next time, you'll come to Cardiff? Meet 


with Nicky, Sean, Martin and the rest of the gang?" 

"You'll tell them about me?" | wasn't expecting that. 

"Why wouldn't I? You are the woman l'm going to marry, after all." 

"Please, James. Don't tease me." 

"Stacie." He gripped my head firmly. All | could do was look at him. "I love you. Irrational? Yes, it is. Crazy? 
Absolutely. Yes, | know, we have a lot to learn about each other, however, | cannot envisage anything, and | 
mean not anything, that would stop me feeling this way about you. The only way we won't be together is if 
you learn something about me that you can't deal with. | hope and pray that that doesn't happen, but those 
discussions are for another day." 

"You make it sound so simple," | reflected with a sad sigh. 

"Look, | know that there will be trials and tribulations ahead, I'm not so naive that | don't accept and appreciate 
that. But, when you have a love like we do, and don't even try to deny it, woman, it's all there for us to take. 
It is what we make it. Love conquers all, that's what they say, and | believe it" 

"James?" 

"Yes darling?" 

"I'm scared: | love you." 

"Don't be scared, Stacie. Try to enjoy it. This is the start of an adventure for us both. My goal is to make you 
happy, just like you make me happy, and to ensure that you're fulfilled | know that we've just met, but | feel 


so relaxed and comfortable with you, and honestly, love, you have no idea how hard that is to find" 


| giggled out loud, pulling softly at his lips with mine. "I've never given of myself like | have with you. That's 


how you make me." 
"So, the blip in the shower? What was that?" 


"Worrying that if | had sex with you, you'd sod off because you'd got what you wanted, as well as worried 
that if | didn’t, you'd sod off because you didn't get what you were after. Despite the fact it was irrational and 


stupid because Id believed what you told me earlier, before we went back in. at the inn 


"Come on, and the rest." There was no pressure in his voice; it was nurturing, soft, gentle and encouraging. His 


strong hands tenderly stroked me up and down my body, to comfort and ease me. 
| hid my head from him. "What gives you the idea that there's anything else?" 


"Baby, | can feel it in every muscle; you've tensed right up, plus you can't look at me. What are you ashamed 
of, Stacie?" 


Frantically | shook my head, having found the courage to look him in the eyes, and be honest with him. "James, 
l'm not ashamed, really, l'm not. I'm surprised, relieved and happy. For once | could do what was instinctual, 


without being worried about my partner taking the piss. For once, | enjoyed it without having to pretend 


He appeared stunned, as though he thought that he had misheard me. "You've NEVER enjoyed it before? Never 


been able to let yourself go, like you have with me?" 


Taking a deep breath, | shook my head. "I had one partner who told me | was useless. He'd hurt me because 
there was no fore-play; well, not for me, so, needless to say, my body wasn't ready for him, leading to some 
horrendous name calling. One day | snapped, telling him precisely what | thought of him, pointing out each and 
every reason that he was a dick-head. Unfortunately for him, it was in the pub, in front of all his mates." 


"Oh Stacie, honey, he's gone now. I'll always make certain that you're satisfied. | love pleasing you, and your 


responses drive me crazy - in a really great way!" 


"Trust me, it gets better. When | finally dipped my toe back in the water, it was with this really good looking, 
sexy guy. He was nice; treat me with respect, so when he finally wanted to move it on, after several months, | 


was actually looking forward to it." 


| needed to pause for a while, to compose myself to be able to continue. James wasn't the problem, he was 
actually making this as easy as he could for me, merely by being attentive, continually caressing and stroking 


me To reassure me; by whispering ‘I love you’, in such a way that | knew he meant it. 


It was difficult to recount how stupid | had been, not just once, but time and time again 

| took a long, deep breath, then continued: "Anyway, we rock up at his place after having had a nice meal, start 
the smooching bit, and he switched on the TV. Next thing | know, there are all these weird noises - moans, 
groans, cries and yelps - he'd only turned on an extreme hard-core porn film, and | mean extreme. Women 
being forced to have anal without lube, within seconds of being made to undress by being threatened with all 
manner of disgusting stuff, all types of horrific things used to violate them, including multiple toys being 
jammed into various orifices. When he talked about what he was going to do to me, | told him to fuck off, 
which he somehow took as me playing the game. According to him, that was how sex should be, the woman 
being put in her place. | had to knee him in the balls so that | could get out of there." 


"He was going to force you? To rape you?" James shouted so loudly, his anger getting the better of him, that 


it made me flinch. His face was contorted with rage, he then punched the pillow. "That fucking jackass." 


"James, darling, he didn't, that's all that matters." | kissed him passionately, his hands grasping me urgently, not 
roughly or in a way that threatened me, rather in a way that left me in no doubt that he would fight for me; 


protect me, and always respect me. 


"I just can't stand the thought of someone hurting you, or treating you like a piece of meat, Stacie." His eyes 
searched mine. "You're an adorable, lovely, sexy and sensual woman with your own needs that deserve to be 
satisfied as much as those of a man. It's your right to enjoy sex, honey. Its your right to say what you like 
and also what you don't." 


"Thanks to you, | don't have to worry about that now, do 1?" A sincere smile spread over my lips. 
"No darling, you will NEVER have to be wary, cautious or afraid of that again" 

"James?" 

"Oh shit, | don't like that tone. What is it?" He was screwing up his features and frowning again. 


"You genuinely weren't offended when | touched myself? When | made myself orgasm? It didn't make you feel 
‘less of a man’ that it wasn't your touching that did it? Although obviously your tongue played more than a 


small role in it," 


"Oh baby, no. Why would | be offended? | am sure that there will be times when | sit, lay, stand or whatever, 
in front of you, whilst | stroke my dick I'd like to believe that it would turn you on, get you wet and maybe 
you'd stroke your clit in front of me, so we can both get high watching the other, or that you'd want to help 
me out," he said with a little giggle. "That's what love is, baby. Its not possessive; it's not about you only have 
a right to do that if | say so, or if | get something physical out of it. Besides, watching you does make me a 
part of it. There will be times when you're as horny as hell, but | can't because l'm too tired, or had too much 
to drink, so, by all means, masturbate, use a vibrator or your fingers; it's fine. Likewise there may be times, 
such as if you've got bad period pains, when you're not interested, but | still need something. It's no big deal, 
not unless that gets to be the only way that either of us can orgasm. You've had someone have a go at you 


when you did it in front of them, haven't you?" 

| nodded to him. "Yes, that's another reason why it's been hard to make sense of my behaviour with you. | just 
sensed, knew, that if | did something that you didn't like, that you'd be okay about it, you know, not horrible? 
That you'd tell me, in a really nice way, that it wasn't particularly for you." 


"Rest assured, darling, that you haven't done anything that | didn't find arousing." He kissed me softly, making 


no attempt to enter my mouth. "You feeling okay? Feeling like you can sleep?" 


"Yes, thank you. | feel fine, better than fine, actually, and, | admit defeat, I'm feeling a bit drained now." 


"Hardly surprising, gorgeous," he said with a distinctly dirty wink. "We've had an emotional chat as well as some 


emotional and tiring physical exertions." 

"Very nice exertions, they were, too." | tittered. 

He sat up, then reached down to grab the sheet and bedspread, making sure that he placed it where it was 
most comfortable for me, before he settled again, guiding my head into the curve of his neck. "Goodnight, 


darling; sleep well." 


"You too, sexy, | sighed. "Sweet dreams." 


"Hey, Stacie, come on honey, wake up." 


Disoriented, | gradually became aware of a warmth over my face. Forcing my eyes open, | could just about 


make out James’ beautiful smile, beaming down at me. "Morning," | groaned. 

"Try lunchtime." 

"Huh?" 

"Its getting on for one o'clock, love." 

"You should have woken me." Abruptly | sat up, rubbing my eyes, and willing my brain to wake up too. 


He sat on the edge of the bed, turning in so that he could see me. "Hey now, love, we had a heavy night of it, 
and it was stupid o'clock when you got to sleep. | figured that you needed your rest." 


"Thank you, you're such a sweetheart," | said with a smile, leaning in to bestow a brief kiss on his lips. "| don't 


know, we're getting to know each other and Ive already let you down. Doesn't bode well, does it?" 


Confusion washed over his face. "What are you gabbling about, woman?" 


| was supposed to be your guide today?" 


"Ah, there'll be time for that another day," he said with a grin. His phone began ringing, and he shrugged, 
mouthing that he'd better answer it. "Hi ya, Wire. Calm yourself man, I'll be back for rehearsal in the morning. 
No, Nick, | can't be there today, because | have plans, with my future wife, as it happens." 


| stared at him, mouth wide open, eyes agog, not believing what | was hearing. There was no stubble there now, 
so James had clearly shaved earlier. Then | flashed him a smile, kissed his cheek; and got out of bed, to go to 


the bathroom, only catching various bits of the conversation until | got back to grab some clean clothes. "l'm 


having a shower," | whispered to him. 
"Hang on a second, Wire," he said. "I'm going to try and send you a picture, so if | cut you off, l'm sorry." 


| left him fiddling around with his phone, feeling warm and fuzzy inside, still shocked that he had told his friend, 
but also incredibly happy that he had. | was drying myself when he joined me. 


"Want me to dry your back for you?" 
| nodded keenly. "Please." 


"I hope you don't mind, but | exchanged the numbers and emails on our phones?" Gently he patted the towel 


over my bare skin. 


"Why would | mind? Can't keep in contact without them, can we?" 


"True" 


"Did you remember to put my work ones in, too?" Suddenly | stopped dead in my tracks, and abruptly turned 
to face him. "How did you get my PIN? To open it?" 


He laughed, hugging me to him. "I spied when you in-putted it before giving your phone to Ellen for the photo's, 


love." 
A smile of remembrance washed over me, and | placed my arms over his shoulders. "I'll have to watch out for 
you, won't |?" | said with a giggle. "Can't have you reading the texts | send to my secret lover, when you're 


with me." 


‘Secret lover, huh?" He rubbed his nose against mine. "Not so secret now, baby. I'll have to keep my eyes on 


you." 


"Well, actually, he's my ‘work husband’, so no need to worry." 
"What the fuck is a work husband, woman?" 


Thankfully he was still grinning, clearly not offended, although he was genuinely bemused. "Should | be worried 
about this? You're not going to run off with him, are you?" 


"No, honey, nothing like that. | love him to bits, and we take care of each other at work, you know? We bounce 
ideas, help each other out, keep the drinks supplied, that sort of thing. We have a lot of similar interests and 


both share the same warped sense of humour." 


"Hum, no lovey-dovey stuff, then?" 


"Well, we hug each other, and kiss one another on the cheek at the start and end of the shift, or when we 


haven't seen one another for a while, but then." 

"Here we go," he chortled loudly, still holding me gently against his torso. "Can't wait for what's coming next." 
| hug and kiss a lot of my colleagues, and all of my friends, so, if you're a jealous man, James.” 

Ill take more than that to make me jealous, Stacie. Actually, its really good that you're close to them." 


"Not all of them. The joys of being thrown together in a work environment means that you get on better with 


some than with others, but, | am lucky to count a few as friends and not merely work mates." 
"Whilst | have the pleasure of working with my mates all of the time." 


"Indeed: lucky you.” A huge grin washed over my lips. "So, anyway, let me get dressed and we'll sort out what 
we're going to do. I'm not going to waste the time we have before | have to rock up for work, and you'll be 


going." 


“Spoilsport, woman, that's what you are, a spoilsport." Again he was nuzzling at my neck and | knew that | 


would have to fight hard to keep my control. "There's so much that we could do here." 
"No there isn't, Bradfield, and you know it.” 
"Well, there's lots of fun stuff that we could do here." 


"We could go out and do fun stuff too," | countered. "Why don't you go and make me a lovely cuppa, whilst | 


finish up here? Then we can have a talk about what we're going to do." 


He released his hold on me, a forlorn expression on his face. "You've just helped me to make my point - You, 


are a spoilsport” He couldn't maintain his stern voice and began laughing. 
"Then | politely suggest, James, that you suck it up." 


"Chance would be a fine thing, woman!" His arms were around me again, whilst he laughed heartily. "You are 
way too tough. We have our last few hours and you're not paying attention to my needs. Got to say that 
after yesterday, | wasn't expecting to be let down so badly.’ 


"Like | said, James, you're an adult so suck it up. We can't always get what we want, and sometimes what we 
think that we want, isn't actually what we need. Besides which, what was that speech about my having needs? 
That they deserve to be looked after? How quickly they forget when they don't get the answers that they 

want." | couldn't stifle the giggle, not that | was trying particularly hard. One thing we were very good at, was 


bantering. 


"Here we go, our first argument and you're throwing my words back in face, out of context" 
"Would you stop man-handling me so that | can get dressed, please?" 

"| like you just the way that you are now, woman. Clothes will only get in the way, won't they?" 
‘Clothes are something of a necessity when you go out in public though, love." 

"Bang goes my plan to keep you tied to the bed. You're intent on offending me today." 


| shook my head at him. "More like you're intent on playing the poor, misunderstood me, card, Bradfield" | leant 
into him and pulled on his earlobe with my lips. "This way you get to plan your revenge meticulously. Think of 
how sweet that will be." 


"Ah, but how long will | have to wait for the pleasure, huh? Have you considered that if it is too long, it wil 
actually drive me insane, and be more frustrating? Nothing worse than having a great plan but not being able 


to implement it" 


"James, | am shocked" The bemused look he was now sporting was priceless. "It is a time to perfect it, to make 
sure it all goes like clockwork - precisely as you planned and wanted. A chance to ensure that all eventualities 
are covered and accounted for. The way that you're going on about it, you'd think that it's all a huge waste of 


your time and effort." 


"Personally, woman, deep down | believe that this is all a ruse. Secretly you are hoping and praying that if we 


don't meet up for a while, | will have forgotten all about this, therefore leaving you punishment free." 

"IF it will put you more at ease, I'll show you how to log on to my rota, then | can't hide, or escape it, can |?" 
"What?" 

“What, what?" 


"Why would you do that? | would have thought that you'd want to keep it fluid; that way if you had second 
thoughts about us, it would be an easy way to avoid seeing me, or letting me down gently. | could end up 


nagging you if | know when you've got some days off." 


"Damn, Bradfield, | love you, you great steaming clot. Recall our little heart-to-heart last night? Everything 
that | told you?" | smiled when | saw him nod. "Why would | tell you those things? Tell you I love you? Let you 
into the centre of my life? Let you spend time with people | see every working day? | have opened up to you 
in every possible way there is, because | want to be with you. | want us to learn about each other. Part of 
doing that is by showing you | have nothing to hide. Just because | have days off does not mean that | will 
always spend them with you: | do have a life, friends and family outside of you. Likewise, when you get time 
off, you'll have plans and so we won't be able to meet. Letting you see my rota isn't that big a deal, really. I'd 


only text or email you my shifts anyway. One thing you will be able to do is see when I've got some holidays 


booked." 
"Very nice" His grin was beautiful. "| can try and organise some time off around you." 


"You'll be able to see what requests | put on to the system too. So, if there is something coming up that you 


would like me to be there for, you can let me know and then see that | request the time off." 


"If | have your password and stuff to be able to see it, does that mean that technically, | would be able to put 


requests and things on the system for you?" 


"Technically? Yes, it does. However, if you value your dick and your life, you WILL NOT do that, because it will 


make me a tad angry. That would be verging on trying to control me." 
“Agreed. | would ask permission first." 


"Go make me a drink so that | can get dressed in peace, away from distractions," | tittered, placing a chaste 


kiss on his lips. "Then I'll do it for you." 


" ‘Do it, for me? Shame it's not ‘Do it to you', Stacie. A final bit of intimacy before we have to say adieu, for 


a while, would be appreciated right now." 

"Right now, James, your ‘woman’, would be immensely appreciative of a large, builders strength cup of tea. No 
sugar and just a drop of milk, please." His arms held me tighter, his grinning mouth depositing sweet kisses 
over my neck and lips, making me sigh and respond to him. "At this rate, | doubt if we'll ever make it to 
mingling with the general public." 

"| kinda like the sound of that." 

"And how do you plan to record your music, tour or do interviews, if you don't go out?" 

"There are times, woman, when you are too practical." 

"James? Please make me that drink; I'm gagging for it." 

"Bloody hell, woman," blurted James, almost choking. "I do wish that you had phrased that differently." 


‘Ive said it before; I'll say it again - you need to get your mind out of the gutter.” 


"That was your fault, woman" He kissed me passionately, though all too briefly. "Don't be long." 


James snuggled up close to me on the sofa, his arms loosely around me, occasionally whispering jokey 


comments or sweet things, and every now and again, licking, sucking or kissing the curve of my neck, or my 
earlobe, whilst | alternated between taking large glugs of the gloriously hot, strong brew, and giving him the 
information he needed to access my rota. | also made sure that | had stored the log-in and password 
information in a safe app on his phone. 

When it was done, we sat and talked about us - finally getting to know more details about our lives, laughing 
as we divulged some of our childhood escapades, growing sad when we spoke about those we had lost, although 
James only touched on Richey briefly, it was clear to see that time hadn't dulled the pain or confusion he felt. 


| asked him about Nicky's reaction to the news that James had imparted earlier. 


I'm going to have to watch him when you're around," he chuckled, playing with my fingers. "He's rather 


smitten with your picture, woman." 

"Um, did he give you much of a grilling about me?" 

"He tried," James laughed. "He soon gave up, and called me a ‘love-struck twat, instead. He reckons l'm being a 
pussy cat instead of a grouchy bear. Apparently I've never been so soppy, and | couldn't stop yapping about 


you and how gorgeous, cheeky, devilish and desirable you are." 


"No doubt you'll get quizzed tomorrow, especially if Sean is there too. He may be offended that he doesn't 
know anything.” 


‘Oh Wire will have been on the blower like a shot, love. They'll all have your photo now, in fact, your ears may 


start burning tomorrow." 

"Bloody hope not," | laughed in response. "I need to sleep tomorrow." 

"Shame | can't be there," he sighed. 

If you were, how much sleep would | get?" 

"Fair point, well made, woman," he chuckled, bestowing sweet kisses on the side of my face. 

We'd agreed that we would go for a pub meal before | would then have to go to work, and James would have 
to start his drive home: The closer it came to us having to say our goodbyes, the more subdued we both 


grew. 


"You'd better check that you've got all your belongings James, because once we leave here, we're going our 


separate ways." It was agonising to say it. 


"Don't worry, | checked that damn bag a thousand and one times, before | put it in the boot of the car." He 


scooped me up in his arms, kissing me wantonly, not caring that people were watching. "| am going to miss you 


so much, woman." 


"Call me at work when you get home? | won't settle until | know you are." | leant my head against his open 


hand, needing his caress. 

"Don't worry, love. It will be the first thing | do." 

‘| guess this is au revoir, then?" 

‘Sadly, babe. Just remember one thing? | love you." 


His strong arms held me tightly, his lips passionately crashing on mine, searching every orifice in my mouth, 


dancing and stroking my tongue. 


Fighting back my tears, | broke our embrace a little, still touching the side of his face with my own, and took a 
few deep breaths. "| need to get going. | love you, James." 


"Take care, darling. I'll call you later, | promise." 


He was shouting out to me, but | daren't turn back to face him; | had tears streaming down my face. Instead | 
settled for a rather pathetic wave. Hurriedly | got into my car, noticing that he was turned away from me, 
sorting out his seat belt, and quickly wiped away the wetness. When he turned to face me, | smiled weakly at 
him, mouthed | love you, blew him a kiss, then quickly left before my resolve left me. Around two hundred 
yards down the street, | pulled the car over and spent what felt like an age sobbing my heart out. | was going 


to miss him. 


